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Douiid to the Mast.A BENEDICTION.

DT C, H. CUES PL

In asking for you heaven's most gracious bless-
ing

One word alone I peed ;

One word iu which qur want of strength con-fedsi-

'

For God's dear aid we plead.

You go forth boldly as to joust or tourney,
Hrund iu your dauntless pride ;

If Uod be with you through life's untried Jour-
ney,

Tfaught else you need beside.

You gazo with fearless eyes beyond the portal
Through which your new rath leads ;

Slay God be with you i for ills love immortal
bulliceth all our needs.

What will your war-cr- y be whoa foes grow
bolder

And strike on cither hand?
When skies grow darker, love and friendship

colder?
God, and tho proinlsod land?"

Traced by tho touch of bright angelic fingers,
I read upon your brow,

Whero yet the guilelessneas of childhood
lingers

Go forth an conquer now."

Go boldly forth, by Christ's dear lovo defend od,
To guide you heaven's clear light;

Your pathway by all augels pure attended
Go forth and win the tight I

HUMOR.

The fishery question WhoTl take
the eel off?

The language tho telephone speaks
is broken English.

The most popular "tenner" is the
ten-doll- ar gold piece.

Although very fashionable as an ar-tic- lo

of dress, tho bustle is really a
back number.

Lion tamer Hello, here comes my
wife; lot me get into a place of safety
(jumps into the cage). llumorUtkhe
Llatter,

We hear a good deal said about the
quickness of Irish wit, but after all is
it at all strange that an Irishman skould
say Fat things?

"Give mo a dudo egg, please," said
the boarder to tho tablo girl. "A dude
egg? What is that?" "A fresh ono."

JBoston Courier,
"Anarchy," said an orator to the

socialists whom ho was endeavoring to
placate, "is all well enough in itself,
but it must not be carried'to excess."

Husband "I see by tho papers that

A Story of Jesse James.
One of my friends told me tho fol-

lowing story of Jesse James:
"I was traveling in a boudoir car,

and another man was in tho same sec-
tion. After a time I grew hungry, and
asked him if he knew at what time wo
could get something to cat Ho replied
that that was a subject in which ho
took no interest, because when a boy
he had been shot in the stomach, and
that he could eat only onco a day, and
then only food prepared especially for
him, and that ho always carried with
him.

"Ho said that his namo was Knight,
and that he had formerly mado quito a
reputation as a boy orator; that ho
had been a groat favorito in England,
aud had been given many presents,
most of them jewels of great value, and
among them was ono given him by
Queen Victoria, which was especially
valuable.

"Ho had been traveling through this
country with his manager, and had
given an exhibition at St. Louis. While
there ho had his jewels on exhibition,
and they had boen much admired and
talked about..

"His manager had been invited to

"Are you afraid now?" he asked, and I
noticed he had observed where we were.

"Afraid! Why should I fear when with
you?"

"That's right. I knew you were not
afraid of me. I am your only piotoctor to-
night. Hut see my instruments!" he said,
producing a fiat leather case, such as sur-
geons carry. "They came from Paris.
Wheu wo get to that light yonder, you can
examine them."

In a few moments ho had stopped before
an electrio lamp. Quickly opening the case
he displayed to my horrified gaze a set of
fine surgical instruments.

"Are they not beauties?" ho queried,
turning his brilliant eyes upon me.

"I think they are very fine," I replied,
with a sickening dread creeping over me.
Nerving myself to appear calm, I con-
tinued, "but what use cau they bo to you

Iam quite certain you will not
need them."

"Let me explain something to you," he
said, in a most earnest way. His restless
manner vanished and his demeanor calmed
into that of a scholar about to cony valu-
able secrets of long study and laborious
years of toil. "For years 1 have spent time
and money in the effort to wrest a Becret
from the depths of nature, and at last I
have a clear conception of that which 1 have
striven so arduously to gain. I have made
the iiK)st wonderful discovery in the realm
of science, aud ht I will prove it
prove it to you and the world! 1 will be
the greatest benefactor the world has ever
known! Listen. There are nerves which
lead to certain t enters of the brain. These
centers govern certaiu faculties. The nerves
I speak of are in double sets of twos, threes,
fours, and fives, each set balancing and
serving as a cheek upon the other.

"My discovery is that by cutting the
nerves of a set so as to allow the corre-
sponding set only to act on the brain, the
faculty governed by that set of nerves will
develop prodigiously. Thus, you see, if I
cut the set of nerves whoso office is to hold
your sense or faculty of right in check, in
a liitlo while you will be powerless to do a
wrong act, because that faculty will control
you perfectly through its increased power."

As he rapidly went over his jargon I
sought in vain to attract attention w ithout
creating a scene. I determined to spring
from the coupe, scream for help and make
tho best of my way to the park entrance.
Silently I placed my hand on the fastening
of the coupe doors it was firmly locked.

"Now, Miss Ora, I wish to make you the
best woman on earth. I have brought you
hero ht to verify, by experiment, that
my secret is destined to make mankind
better and nobler."

His eyes sparkled and moved about in
their sockets with marvelous quickness.
The man seemed surcharged with excite-
ment, and I momentarily grew more aud
more unable to withstand the strain upon
my nerves. A thought came to me.

"I believe I have a nervous chill," I said,
with a convulsive shiver. "I am subject to
them, and, if not attended to at once, I
suffer severely. Have you your medicine
case with you?"

He turned and regarded me strangely,
and appeared astonished.

"No, I have not," be replied; "but your
condition will seriously interfere with my
experiment."

"Cau we not wait until night?"
I quickly responded, w ith eager hope pul-
sating iu my breast.

"Will you promise to keep my secret?"
he asked, cautiously.

"I promise faithfully."
"And, when you have realized the great-

ness of my discovery, will you become my
wife?"

"I give vou mv word that I will do so,
Mr. Sutherland."

Without a word further on the subject,
he spoke to the horse and we Mere on our
way home. Ho said but little, and seemed
to be thinking intently. Arriving at my
step-- , he unlocked the door and assisted
me to alight.

"Kemember your promise," he whis-
pered, gazing steadily into my face with
his bright, restless eyes.

"I will." I replied, and bounded up the
steps. He mistrusted my actions, tor I
heard him spring after me. In a trice I
opened the door and closed it, the spring
lock making it secure. I heard a mut-
tered curse, and all grew dark. I hail
fainted.

The moraiu? papers contained an ac-

count of the arrest of an insane man found
wandering in tho streets, whose name wa
Kobert Sutherland; but they did not relate
my terrible experience in the park.

Through that long and fearful night he
expected each moment would be his last on
earth. breaker after breaker poured its
waters over the deck, and threatened to
crush tho vessel beneath their powerful
weight. He could see the torches far off
on the shore, and he doubted not that the
crow had landed in safety

At last tho streaks of dawn appeared in
the east, tho storm had spent its fury, and,
although tho waves ran high, it was evident
that it was growing calmer. About nine
o'clock iu the morning he could see boats
approaching, dancing like feathers upon
the troubled waters. Milton wondered if
it was his late comrades returning to release
him.

The men clambered upon tho deck; their
faces were all strange, but he was not long
in learning that they were those fearless
we had almost said lawless men, the
wreckers of the Florida reefs. They re-
leased him from hia perilous situation, and
informed him that the entire crew of the
Grey Eagle had perished, as their boat and
many of the bodies of tho men had already
washed ashore.

Montague made his way back to his
home, and in a short time had the pleasure
of leading the fair Hebe to tho altar of
Hymen. He has never forgotten that hor-
rible nighton the Grey Eagle.

Hill je on Nutter.
Asiteville, N. C, 1637.

My Dear Son I wish you would please
change the address of my paper to this
place, where your mother and I are now
staying. I got the Retina all right last
week, and see that you are going to enlarge
it, so I have sold my hay in order to pre-
pare for the event.

What is your idea for enlarging the pa-
per before the town enlarges? Of course I
am no journalist, but I have. often thought
that if I had been doomed to issue a paper
like the Retina, and then answer at the bar
of judgment for it, I would not get a power

till tho town got a good dark-blu- e
er company and a post-offic- e.

I hopo you will not tty to issue a daily
paper, anyhow, till we see how stock looks
when grass grows again.

I like your editorial on "Mark Antony"
first rate. I can imagino how excited the
poople of your town wero when they saw
the Retina Saturday morning and read
what your estimate of Mark was.

I wish you would incidentally pick up a
few others of those old people and weigh
them. That is one of the luxuries of run-
ning a paper yourself. You can speak
right out jud walk all over these people. I
w ould like to hear what your honest convic-
tions are in regard to Diogenes. It would
bo worth almost what I have put into your
paper as a silent partner.

ou can havo no idea, Henry, how it
swells me up with pride and lofty disdain
to know that while I am sleeping calmly
under my roof-tre- e, as I heard a man call
it once, you are showing up those old
frauds like Julius Civsar and Hamlet and
Portcullis and Andronicus and Mrs. Toti-ph- ar

and other people who have become
historical.

While other people are frittering away
their time talking about highway tax and
boards of health and all such stuff as that
you aro making a red-h- paper of to-da- y;

a paper that fairly boils over with your
honest convictions about the political as-

pect at the timo that Ciesar took charge of
the tribune; a paper that shows the average
reader that you are smart, whether you give
them tho kind of stuff they want or not.

That was my idea when I sent you away
to that Female Seminary, or whatever it
was, where you went to get educated. I
wanted you to come out with a w hole lot
of thoughts that showed right on their face
that they were expensive. I wanted you to
be able to tell down at the store how much
A, H, and C would each havo to grind off
a circular grindstone four feet three and
one-ha- lf inches in diameter, with a square
hole in the center three and one-four- th

inches each way, provided A pays one-six- th

of the price of the stone, 11 one-hal- f,

and C tno balance, with the understanding
that C 6hall use five per cent.more than his
share, provided he will turn the grindstone.
I wanted you to bo able to talk with for-
eigners in their own native tongue the
darkest night that ever blew. I desired
that you micht become a man who could
walk up to an Italian as he plays his organ
voluntary beneath your casement and tell
him in his own musical alarm-cloc- k lan-
guage what you think of him.

So it pleases me to know that you are
printing a paper now, so you can show opv

to advantage what I have invested in you.
Press right on. Keep writing up these

overestimated men like Moses, and I do
not care what you say provided you rise
lapidly yourself, even if you do so upon
tne wreck aud ruin of such men ns Demos-
thenes and other people whom you w ill no
doubt show up before you get through.

I bor e you will lead up to Columbus and
Patrick Henry in time to get through with
them a little ahead of tho Sheriff.

After awhile I want to write a little arti-
cle for your paper, not so much for the
purpose of saying anything, but in order
to show the contrast between the polished
work of a d, smart young man
and the crude efforts of a plain man who is
eutirely unfitted for evcryihing except pa-
ternal purposes.

Wo are having a good time here in tho
South, enjoying the climato awl making
experiments with the butter which is pro-

duced here.
As warm weather approaches the moun-

tain butter Qf North Carolina is getting its
hair cut sholt, and I can truthfully say,
Henry, that, although I am no epicure os a
general rule. 1 have fiad my palate tickled
more since I came here than I ever did be-

fore.
butter made in tho fastnesses of the

hills in buncombe County is mostly of a
pale pearl gray, with a pin-strin- o in it of
ultramarine. This does not look badly,
and it-et- s off a hoecake first-rat- e.

This butter is not eaten by the people
who manufacture it. They are poor some-
times, and have to eat most anything that
will sustain life, but they draw the line at
this butter.

They know how it is prepared.
I went out into the brush last week to

buy a load of wood, and I took tea with a
gentleman who lives in an open-fac- e cot-

tage on the other side of the mountains. I
then discovered that theso people do not
cat their own butter.

I did not notice any butter, but they had
gravy as a substitute for it. Corn-dodg- er

in and of itself will not melt in the mouth,
so I looked around for a means of lubricat-
ing my own. At that time the warm-hearte- d

and hospitabU host made the following
remark: "Stranger, you mustn't be squeam-
ish. Just waller yer dodger in the dope.
That's the way we do."

I then proceeded to waller.

I'nsv, llccaiise Natural.
Eastern lecture bureau manager (to

latest addition) "Now, don't forget to
introduce a few remarks on temper-
ance while in tho West."

Lecturer "Can you suggest any-
thing fitting?"

Manager "Well, yes; in high licenso
States just call tho pooplo's attention
to the benefits of prohibition, and in
prohibition States remark upon tho
illicit trall'.c in whisky; three-quarte- rs

of tho citizens are from tho East, and
nothing is quite so taking as a thrust
at tho State or municipal governments."

Detroit Free Frets

TIT IIKXDItICK HUDSON.

On the bank of a small river that emptied
its waters into an arm of the Qulf of Mex-
ico, in the IS tate of Florida, once lived a
wealthy planter by the name of Moncreith.
The house was located on the bank of the
river, and commanded a view for some
miles in either direction. The dwelling,
with its large grove of orange trees and its
negro cabins grouped in the rear, looked
not unlike a large depot at tho side of a
Western village.

Sherman Moncreith's family consisted of
a wife and two daughters, Grace and Hebe,
aged twenty and eighteen respectively.
Grace was winning in hit manners, nor
was she lacking in beauty; but it was re-
served to Hebe to reign as the belle of the
country for miles around.

Many of the young men, sons of neigh-
boring planters, were ready to fall at her
feet, and offer themselves a sacrifice on the
altar of Hymen. Among all the suitors for
her hand, Hebe seemed to prefer Milton
Montague, a young man who had just at-

tained his twenty-fir- st year. Perhaps it
was his extreme modesty that found him a
place in the gentle heart of Hebe. Do this
as it may, the other admirers of the plant-
er's daughter gradually drew off and gave
up the contest.

Among the frequenters of the Moncreith
mansion was a young sea captain by the
name of Mark Melville. Mark was cap-
tain of a coasting vessel called the Grey
Eagle. Knowing people said that young
Melville was engaged in smuggling goods
into tbe United States from Cuba, and oc-

casionally from St. Thomas, N. P. Ho
himself said that ho was engaged in legiti-
mate trade, running between one of the
Bmall towns on tho coast and New Orleans.

Mark had become desperately enamored
of Miss Moncreith, and was not long in
offering his hand and heart, but was kindly
yet firmly refused. This threw him into a
terrible rage; and Hebe, being pressed for
her refusal of his offer, did not hesitate to
inform him that she was already engaged
to Milton Montague. Melville smothered
his rage, but fully resolved on revenge. In
order to disarm suspiciou, and encompass
his infernal designs, he at onco sought an
intimacy with Milton Montague, and, un-

der the guise of friendship, succeeded in
inducing him to take a cruise with him on
the Grey Eagle.

Tho evening was a delightful one as they
sailed out of the harbor. The land breeze
that filled the sails was richly perfumed
with tropical Mowers. Tho sailors were
gathered in little knots on deck, spinning
yarns, ns sailors 60 love to do. The night
was a glorious one; the moon now having
attained her full size came up from her
watery bod far over the gulf, causing the
gentle waves to glisten like molton silver.
Captain Melville and Montague were pac-
ing the deck back and forth tho latter en-

joying his first voyage at sea, while the for-
mer was racking h;s brain for eonio scheme
by which he would bo able to rid himself
cf a successful'rival.

The breeze suddenly died out, and tho
eails flapped idly against tho masts. Tho
sailors as quickly ceased to talk, and every
eye was searching the sky for a storm-clou- d,

w hich the sudden dying of the breeze
foreboded.

"We shall have a storm I fear,"
said Melville.

"I pray God we may not," returned
Montague.

"Why?"
"Uecauso a storm in this latitude is fear-

ful enough on land; it must be doubly bo
on the ocean."

Melville only chuckled, and told the man
aloft to keep a sharp lookout for 6igns of a
storm. They had not long to wait until
the man shouted down that he saw a small
cloud low down fin the horizon to the
westward. The captain at once gave
gave orders to take in sail, and tho men
went to w ork with a will.

Kapidly as the men did their work, still
more rapidly came the storm cloud. At
first a mere ink-spo- t, it grew like Jonah's
gourd; and as it advanced, it spread in
width around tho horizon until it present-
ed one bold, broad front, across which the
lightning zig-zagg- or forth in
vivid Hashes.

All was bustle, but not confusion. The
men worked earnestly; each man per-
formed the duty assigned him, for there
was a guiding hand whom they recognized
as master. On came the cloud, and pres-
ently a roaring sound that grew louder as
it approached. Every sail save one had
been taken in. The wind struck the vessel,
and she was almost thrown on Lcr beam
end; then she righted, and, shaking off the
water, sped away like a bird before tho
gale. The single sail was blown into rib-
bons and floated out in long streamers.

15y the advice of the Captain, Milton
Montague had gone below as the storm
drew near, and before tho hatches were
fastened down. Hour after hour the wind
howled through the rigging aud the rain
fell in torrents. The waves tossed as if
in the wildest agony. Tho men, though
drenched to the skin, stood manfully at
their posts. There seemed to bo a slight
lull in tho storm, when the Captniu went
below. When he returned, he called the
mate and two or three of the crew aside,
and told them that the young man had
gone stark mad, occasioned by the fear of
the storm, and that, as they could not sparo
any men to watch him, they must secure
him and bring him him onleck.

To command was to be obeyed, and the
mate, with half a dozen men at his heels,
descended into tho cabin, aud soon returned
with Montague, making all the resistance
possible, for he no doubt supposed there
was some conspiracy on board, aud that he
was to be cast overboard. They bound
him fast to the mast, and then left him.

They had scarcely performed the duty
assigned them, when the man aloft shouted
that fearful cry, "Breakers ahead!" The
vessel was quickly put about, and sail after
sail unfurled, but they were blown into
pieces or literally wrenched from their fast-
enings. The crew stood in despair, for the
vessel was slowly but surely drifting to de-

struction.
At last the vessel struck with a shock

that caused every timber to crack and trem-
ble. The Captain ordered the boats to be
lowered, and the men into them.

"Are you not going to take your friend
with us?" asked the mate.

"No," said the Captain, "he is already
insane, and it can make no difference to
him whether he lives or dies.

The men wero in no condition to ask
questions, and so took their places in the
boat The Captain approached the spot
where young Montague was lashed to the
mast, and, w ith tiro look of a demon on his
countenance, said:

"Perhaps now you know what it is to
cross Captain Melville in love. When I
found that you were the accepted suitor
for the hand of Hebe Moncreith I vowed
tlmt you should be put out of the way.
Now, die at your leisure! I leave you to
Neptune, God, and tho devil plead your
own ense;" and before young Montague
could utter a word in supplication, the Cap-tai- n

turned away and joined his crew in the
boat.

Perhaps the God that stills the storm
heard that long, piercing wail for mercy
that young Montague uttered when he
found that he was left to a fate more horri-
ble than ho had ever dreamed of bestowing
upon the vilest of all God's creatures. He
heard the boats as they pullod away and
left him to his awful doom.

In the Realm of Science.

jit s. m. ji:li.t:.
Like many other young women, not yet

out of their teens, I vas, through financial
misfortune, thrown upox my own resources
for a livelihood. ly dint of steady jnac-tic- e

I mastered stenography, became a pro-
ficient type-write- r, and bubseqnently

a lucrative position as private secre-
tary to Mr. banks, senior partner of Hanks,
1'rice tt Co., publishers.

Last summer, during the fine weather,
I found it pleasanter to walk home, instead
of riding in the crowded 6treet cars, aud
usually at five o'clock I donned my hat and

loves and ttartod on my little journey,Sly attention was directed to a gentleman
of clerical appearance whom I frequently
met at a certain corner. Tall, of fine form
end pleasing address, he was noticeable
among the stream of commonplace hu-
manity one meets upon a city thorough-
fare.

As the days wore on, the constant meet-
ing with this stranger became a matter of
course, and I ceased to wonder at it; and,
in truth, so familiar was his face that I
experienced a sense of disappointment
whou, occasionally, I failed to meet him.
He was some professional man, I thought,
whose business hours were over about tho
time mine were, and our ways were oppo-
site.

One day our eyes met, and I was startled
at the peculiar brilliancy of his. They were
blue, shade ! by heavy, white lashes, and a
curious, lambent, tiny fianie seemed to

cintillato in them. Ho seemed to regard
me with pleasure, for a light smile lighted
tip his intellectual features, yet his man-
ner was so respectful that I did not resent
tho liberty, and went on my way with a
vague wish to form his acquaintance.

Two weeks later, while busy with my
type-write- r, my silent acquaintance was
tisuered into Mr. Hanks' office. His name
eyas llobert Sutherland, and his business
with my employer concerned the publica-
tion of a ponderous manuscript upon nerv-
ous diseases and their connection with in-

sanity. In a low; well-bre- d voice he car-

ried on a rapid conversation, displaying
profound knowledge of medicine aud deep
research in the mysteries of human ail-

ments. Apparently engrossed in my work,
I paid fctric: attention to the conversation,
iad happening to look up I found him

.gazing at me. Again tho queer expression
of his eyes arrested my attention. He
cmiled distantly, and slightly inclined his
tread in a deferential salute. Iu a few min-
utes the interview was ended, and he de-
parted.

In a few days ho had further business
with Sir. Banks, and an introduction fol-
lowed, as portions of his manuscript were
to be put through my type-write- r, as Mir.
Sutherland revised it. I found him cour-
teous and pleasant, aud as I progressed
with the work we became quite friendly.
Upon examining a roll of closely written
sheets, I found an envelope addressed to
me. It read as follows:

Miss Oka. Olxey Pardon my seeming for-
wardness in thus coming to you, but I cau
think of no other agreeable 'method of ap-
proach. I earneUy wish for a bttcr acquaint-
ance, and with tho desiro to obtain mucIi, hImo
to alTord you noma diversion, will you do mo
the lionor to take a park drive,

.evening, with yours sincerely, etc.?
JlODEUT SUTHEELANP.

"My surprise was unbounded. After
"thinking the matter over I decided to ac
cept his invitation. He met mo at the street
door ot the office, and for two hours I was
well entertained. The park was iu full
foliage, the air was balmy and pleasant,
and when he lifted me to the pavement, at
home, I thanked him cordially for tho
.pleasure I had enjoyed.

After his departure I remembered that
fcis eyes seemed to glitter whenever our
erms camn in contact, or our hands acc-
identally touched. Deeming it of little mo-
ment, I dismissed the thought from my
mind.

Tho drive was followed by a request to
fo with him to see Mury Anderson, in
""Pygmalion and Galatea." Evening fell
with a storm of wind and rain. He came
in his coupe, aud within its closed doors
we were secure from the boisterous ele-

ments. Suddenly I discovered that we
were again in the park!

I turned to my companion in alarm and
asked:

"Why have you driven so far out of the
way?"

"I thought it would be more pleasant
within the gloomy shadows of the park,"
he replied, quietly.

At that instant his face was illumined
by an electric light, and I saw his eyes
gleam and glitter as if they were huge
diamonds. My heart stood still in honor.
An insidious fear crept through my veins,
and a mad impulse prompted me to fling
open the glass doors of the coupe and leap
to the ground. As though he divined my
Ihonghts, he said:

"Keep your seat. It is wet and muddy,
and, besides, we are far from the park en-

trance."
"Mr. Sutherland," I replied, summoning

all my courage, and speaking with as much
decision as possible, "you will do me the
favor to leave the park at once and drive to
my home."

"Drive you home! Ha, ha! That is far
from uiy intentions. Miss Ora, can you
Imasine why I have brought you here

It Hashed upon me that he was insane.
The curious appearauce of his eyes was
nothing more or less than an indication of
madness, and with all the proverbial cun-
ning of a chaotio brain ho had planned
aotne horrible deed, and selected me as his
victim. What should I do? My danger
was imminent, and I must act instantly.

"Certainly I do not, sir; but it seems to
mo this portion of the park is too dark to
drie iu without danger of overturning our
conveyance; don't you think so?"

"Perhaps it is, so I will turn to the drive
Jur1hr to the left," said he.

The rain began to fall faster and the
wind blew in wilder gusts. Occasional
flashes of lightning add?d a painful item
to mv surroundings, but ttejr enabb d mo
to see that we were now on a drive which
led to the main entrance of the park.

Mrs. ll.'s reception was a very brilliant
affair." Wife "Oh, very likely; there
are none of her acquaintances can af-

ford to wear real diamonds." Boston
Beacon,

City man "What tho blazes is the
matter with that hen?" Farmer
"Nothing; she has just laid an egg."
City man "Great Scott 1 One would
suppose she had laid tho foundation of
a brick block." Boston Courier.

Said a school examiner at South
Abington, Mass. : "When the Pilgrims
landed, what ilid they have that was
more precious than homo and friends?"
A bright-eye- d little boy answered so
promptly as to bring down the house,
"Popcorn 1

"Can you conceive," asked the pro-
fessor, of an eternal vacuum, a portion
of space unoccupied, an empty void
into which nothing ever enters, from
which nothing can ever come, which
maintains inviolato and forever its own
eternal emptiness?" "I can," replied
the student; "I havo a stylographio
pen."

Doctor "Your heart is in a normal
condition." Nervous Old Maid
"Goodness 1 And is it fatal?" Doctor

"It's beat is iambic." 014 Lady
"It's just dreadful I" Doctor "Were
it trochiac, or even spondiac " Old
Lady "Doctor, don't keep mo in this
horrible suspense. Givo mo some
medioino at onco." Doctor "My dear,
there's nothing the matter with your
heart." Old Lady "Oh I there isnt?
Why didn't you say so, then?" liar'
per s Bazar,

THE DYSPEPTIC'S DESIRE,
lie stood before a candy shop,

And viewed the poodies awoot,
But owing to dyspepsia's rule

Ho daro no candy cat.
Then wished he long and wished he loud

That some good-nature- d wizard
Voald kindly placo beneath his vest
A full-grow- ostrich gizzard.

Danville breeze.

Among the Indians.
Eliane Goodale, in the New York In-

dependent, describes a festival at an
Indian agency in Dakota, as follows:

New Year's evo sees a "kitchen bee"
in our snug room of logs a blazing
wood fire defying the zero weather;
the dancing lights and shadows falling
on tho walls of yellow clay, tho kitchen
dresser full of blue china and glitter-
ing tin, the sundry bags and boxes con-
signed to obscure corners, and upon a
picturesque group of three women and
threo six-fo- Indian men, two of them
"Hampton boys," all absorbed in pop-
ping corn and stringing it in long whito
festoons for the tree.

Tho last, a symmetrical cedar, the
only evergreen to be had, is standing
in the center of tho swept and garnished
school-room- , already dressed with gifts
and sparkling ornaments ; a box covered
with tho stars and stripes and piled
with heavier articles just besido it ; tho
windows decked with fragrant cedar
boughs and impromptu benches de-
vised for tho expected crowd all this
the result of our labors upon the last
day of tho old year. Jjoforo tho stroko
of midnight ushers in 1.S.S7, we have
mado our ropes of snow, filled fifty
blue and white bags with nuts and can-
dies, sung Dakota hymns, partaken of
hot cottee, wished our helpers good-
night and a happy Now Year,
written fifteen invitations for a
reception on the morrow, brought
out tho volume of Tennvson for
"Tho Death of tho Old Year" and
"King Out, Wild Dells," and with but
short space for our own prayers and
reflections, tho hour of fato arrives,
and wo open tho door to let in tho
little New Year and a draught of bitter
a r. Tho next morning is given to fin-
ishing touches, and the concoction of
salad and sponge cake; 4 o'clock in tho
afternoon sees "Tho Lodge" full of
friends of both races, undaunted by 28
degrees below zero and a ten-mil- e

drive, making New Year's calls in
Whito Uiver Camp certainly for tho
first t'me, and 5 sees the trco lighted,
the tattered flag floating from tho
school-hous- o door, whore our broken
bell hangs, a mute appeal, and tho
queer procession of men, women, and
children quietly taking their seats, un-
der tho direction of "ILimpton boys."

Six of our "returned students," of
whom wo aro justly proud, gather
round us on the platform, and unite
their strong voices in tho opening
hymn tho Dakota version of "Green-
land's Icy Mountains;" Sam interprets
to tho people our words of greeting;
wo all say tho Lord's Prayer together;
and then "our boys" strip tho glitter-
ing branches, and Sam calls off the
names, and tho little hands beg: to
go up and tho faces to sparklo under
the elfbra;ds of tangled black hair,
and every child gets a present or two,
and each old person a pretty card, if
nothing moro, and the first Christmas
tree in Whito lliver Camp tho first
which most of theso people havo ever
seen is a happy success.

Life In Utah.
Mormon wifo (.to husband) Aro you

going out, dear?
Mormon husband Yes; I havo an

engagement with Miss llrigham. Sho
is to givo mo hor answer to-nig-

Fuck,
Bearing coats-of-arm- s was introduced

and became hereditary in England and
Franco about lli2.

bring him to Jefferson City, and after
exhibiting there they had decided to
visit Kansas City.

"At that timo there was no railroad
to Kansas City, and after leaving tho
train they had to travel about liftecn
miles by stage.

"lhere wero two stages starting, and
a couple of drummers told his manager
that tho last stage was the more com-
fortable, so they took that.

"When they had traveled for some
distanco they heard somo horsemen
coming rapidly after them, and very
soon tho stage was stopped and they
wero compelled to get out.

"Tho robbers went through everyone
and took all they had, but they still
said they wero not satisfied; that they
had como after those jewels tho boy or-

ator carried about, and they meant to
have them.

"Tho manager assorted that they
wero not there, and allowed them to
go through tho trunks, which they did
without finding them, as one of tho
trunks had a false bottom in which tho
jewels wero concealed.

"Tho men, however, were not satis-
fied, and said they meant to havo thoso
jewels anyhow, and finally tho boy bo-ca-

so frightened that ho went to his
manager and told him to let them havo
them.

"Among other things tho boy had in
his trunk a large album of photographs
which had been given him by his
friends, and which ho valued very much.
Jesso James picked this up, and after
looking at it said, 'I guess this will do
for Mag.'

"Tho boy pleaded with him for some
time, but to no purpose, and James
pushed him away, telling him to 'Get
out then ho became angry, and snatch-
ing tho book from tho robber's hand
started to run.

"Jes3o James drew his revolver and
shot him through tho stomach, remark-
ing, 'I never allow man, beast or tho
devil to treat me that way.'

"For weeks he lay ill in Kansas City,
and finally went to St. Joseph and
lived.

"It was not until long afterward that
ho learned that it was Jesso James who
had shot him, and ho then found that
his assailant had lived for a long time
within sight of his homo at St. Joseph."

Xtw York Graphic
Saved the Empress' Life.

Many American physicians are among
tho ablest, but their profession rests on
a false hypothesis. It has nothing to
do with science, and cannot havo until
it has vastly advanced. Marked im-

provement has been mado in therapeu-
tics. Our physicians compare very
favorably with thoso of Europe. After
tho Empress Eugenie had given birth
to tho Princo Imperial an important
operation was necessary, and all tho
celebrated doctors resident there wero
called in, among them Dr. Johnson,
now" dead. During her treatment it
was found, to their consternation, that
the blood had left her brain. She was
in momentary peril of losing her life.
A solemn consultation took place. No-
body could advise except Johnson,
who declared ho could remedy tho ovil.
He held her up by tho heels and tho
blood llowed back to her brain. Ho
saved her life. Not ouo of the Parisian
sages would havo dreamed of otl'ering
so monstrous an indignity to tho Em-
press of the French, but tho indignity,
as they afterward acknowledged, was
preferablo to her death. Chi' ago
Xtw..

Portraits of the Speakers.
In the House corridor on the south

side of tho chamber, known as "tho
Speaker's lobby," are hung a number
of photographs and crayons of the va-

rious gentlemen who have been chosen
to preside over tho House. Most of
theso aro indifferent pictures, thoso
representing the earlier Speakers be-
ing enlarged photographs, copied from
such pictures of tho subjects as were
obtainable. Information has been re-
ceived from tho Governor o? Massa-
chusetts to tho effect that an appropri-
ation has been mado by that htato to
supply oil paintings of such citizens of
tho Hay State as havo been Speakers
of tho House. This is an examplo
which will bo doubtless followed by
tho Legislatures of other States; and
in a fow years, it is hoped, a valuable
and creditable collection of oil paint-
ings of all the moa who havo been
chosen to preside over tho House will
tako tho place of tho indifferent pict-
ures that now hang upon tho walls of
tho Speaker's lobby. Cor, Fhiladel-phi- a

Ledger,
A Playwright's Superstition.

A gambler will borrow to givo to a
beggar for luck. I havo known actors
imbued with the samo sentiment. I
only kuow ono dramatist who owned
tho superstition. Ho hud a play com-
ing out, and the night it was to bo pro-
duced, just before tho curtain went up,
a beggar tackled him. Ho gave him a
dime.

"There, " said he, "that's good luck.
My play will bo a go."

It was a terrible failure.
"I wish I'd given him half a dollar 1"

ho said. Tho superstition was all right.
Tho amount hadn't been enough to ap-pea- so

tho goddess Fortune. Sa n
FrancUco Chronicle,

His Last Kcquest.
Many long years ago old Spork sen!

an article to one of the leading maga-
zines, which was promptly accepted
and paid for. Since that timo Spork
has bought a magazine every month in
tho expectation of seeing his article iu
print, and has already squandered in
th's manner a very substantial fortune

but the article has not appeared.
The other day ho sat down and wrote
the following letter to tho editor of the
magazine :

"My onco princely fortune is squan-
dered in buying copies of your maga-
zine, in the expectation of seeing niy
article, written sixty-thre- e years ago,
in the vigor and buoyancy of my youth,
published therein. My health is bro-
ken; rny hopes are blasted; 1 feel tho
near approach of death. These are
trilles, you may say, but they affect mo;
aud consequently I wish you to heed
the request of a dying man. I am J7
years of ago, and cannot possibly live
another year. At most I can buy but
three or four copies more of your mag-
azine; and so you cannot mako another
dollar by withholding tho publication
of my article. As a further induce-
ment to publication I will refund tho
amount of the original check paid for
the article, provided it is published bo-fo- re

my death. Yours respectfully,
"John Stork. "

Detroit Free Press.
There's othlng Like Leather.

The day. will como when the present
mode of protecting tho foot of the
horse will bo discovered to be a mis-
take. Its horny substance was never
intended to bo pierced by nails. No
wonder that so many horses fall lamo
and aro perpetually ruined. "We wero
recently shown a horse shod in leather.
It struck us as an excellent idea and
worthy of adoption. Wo should not
bo surprised to learn that leather shoes
had superseded shoes of iron. If,
however, iron bo a necessity, let it bo
nailed on tho leather shoo. Now, shoo
makers, please get up a neat set, and
show them to all your horsey friends.
Don't tako "no" for an answer; stick to
them till you have overcome their prej-
udices. When you havo huccoeded,
apply to tho Society for tho Prevention
of Cruelty to Animals for a medal, and
if they decline to give you one, bo
content to know that vou have dono
more good than tho society in question
with all its wealth. Scottish Leather
Tracer.

Ir you Rpcak what you will, you shall
hear wha you dislike.


